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FROM THE MAELSTRi 


IN G MINOR 


^ F nil men who emerge from 

* I P rl,ou '" romarkert Tred- 

" \ y »«j'H to me on one occa- 
• ; alon, “the moet fascinating 

te the student of criminology nre the 
•safer mind* who have descended. Of 
•# men who are shot out from that 
abyss, loused up from that maelstrom, 
those who were once illustrious, rial 
•UMi In the Intellectual or social Arma- 
ments, appeal most powerfully to our 
••nae of the dramatic. From riches to 
tMiton. The pillar of society writhes In 
his hameful coll. The muster of men 
■*" .a In the quarries. The aristocrat 
tsNs with felons. Epic tragedies. What 
tamrreetlon after that crucifixion? It 
thA question of ’absorbing Interest." 

When Hogg Trcdways. specialist In 
Wline, spoke In this fashion to me thla 
friend, to Rev. Horace Francle, chap- 
tain of Chains I'rlson), 1 fell Ihnl lie 
had ome particular person In mind I 
waited In alienee. 

“How often have 1 wished to meet 
that genius of finance, Walter .Mlnshull 
Dresslar?" T red ways continued. "It Is 
unlikely that 1 ever ahull. It was years 
aad years ago when a crisis urged hint 
to take one step outside the pale of Ills 
law. He chanced the snap of the lion’s 
Jaws, but the Jaws snapped. That was 
. o it the other side of the Atlantic, so 
’ that the case scarcely comes within our 
1 reach. 1 wish It did. 1 would give a 
■Vdeoent sum to encounter Dresslar, who 
’haa been out some lime now. Hut no 
ona knows where he is. Of course not. 
A man of hla caliber would never ex- 
hibit himself for curiosity’s finger lo 
paint at. 

'••You, my dear Francle. bring to me. 
oa-rraro occasions, men who have been 
Im prison, whom you believe to he In- 
nocent; and I uso my poor talent lo 
clear them. But you cannot bring 
Drssalar. And waa he Innocent? He 
A** a was. Could I roll away the 
■tone of hla supposed guilt? Impossible. 
It was a matter of profound finance: 

. IB that weh of figures, of calcuntlons. 
f.1 should become enmeshed, choked, 
strangled Hut, oh, how I should like 
t« know- just what that genius Is do- 
ing now!” 

A few weeks after Tredways had ac- 
knowledged this desire, having an hour 
lo spare I dropped Into his club. It Is 
called the Oddments Club, and Is within 
sound of the Piccadilly traffic. Tred- 
ways was not there, but, as I had not 
come to see him. It hardly muttered. 
There waa a good sprinkling of men In 
the smoking room, mostly in evening 
clothes. I had ensconced myself In a 
divan chair and was reading an 
... evening paper, when I was startled by 
hearing some one remark: 

“Inpelller has gone under— yes. These 
high financiers have their day and cease 
1 tabs. They swell like bubles, beautiful, 
Iridescent, and then— a drop of dirty 
! water to show where they hurst. That's 
Ilka Hepelller now; like Walter Mlnshull 
I .Dreaalar, who wenl to prison. 1 knew 
Dreaalar. that la to say, I knew hltn for 
five minutes. You smile? Hut It whs 
the most dramatic, the most exulting, 
tke most poignant five minutes of iny 
HIS; and that has been eventful 
enough." 

The speaker had my attention In- 
stantly. He had been addressing a M- 
tOW member on the aubject of the mi 1 - 
Olds of I<epelller, well known on the 

■ Pa*l* bourae. Although hla words were 
quietly apokeii they were ao striking 
SB to attract the attention of many of 

■ those around about him, and the Inter- 
val spread «iuckly. He became aware 
«f thla, and edged away from the fire- 

I ftlace toward a chair. That ha would 
not bs permitted to shut himself up in 
this shyness was evident from tlm ex- 
pression of the others' faces: and (his 
Whs soon intimated to him. 

“Come on with the yarn, Blandish." 
urged some one, Immediately. 

"■orry.” was the answer. "I’m afraid 
I went a little loo far, and ” 

“And you must go in with It," Inter- 
rupted another. "\V« want lo hear 
about the moat exciting five minutes 
Of your life." 

Blandish flushed uncomfortably. He 
bad never sought the limelight al the 
Oddments, being a small, silent sort of 
man. With the others, I attempted to 
break down his diffidence, w hile I kept 
SB eye on the door In the hope that 
J"redwa>s would appear. Hero was a 
••Mail chance, and I must srlxe it for 
blm. that was all there waa to It. 

“It does not begin very much lo my 
credit." said Blandish aa soon as we 
' gel him atarled. “It happened years 
1 BBd years ago. I wonder how many of 
tta siding here were once poor. 1 mean 
- who have known the rags of want — the 
Mtual gnaw of the unfed stomach? ) 
’• kaaw thorn, and I remember. 1 am not 
' going Into details of how and why: suf- 
(We it for me to say that one night 1 
looked through the uncurtained window 
•f a room and saw something good to 
oai on a sideboard which waa covered 
[ wtfllftMi sad guttering stiver. 

L Tkto roam waa in «■ stuccoed maa- 


*1 on, which helongril lo Waller Mlnshull 
Dreaalar. 1 new that It belonged to 
him. I waa there qulie by acedent. 
understand. There was a tempest of 
January rain and wind and I had gone 
Inside his gateway for shelter. It was 
then that I saw the something good to 
cat an the sideboard, which weighed 
' l alf a ton. 

"A temptation? Hardly that. A 
lemptallon Implies u sense of doing 
wrung, and n struggle against It. But 
I experienced nut the smallest prick of 
conscience; I underwent no fight what- 
ever. I was starving— just that. When 
a man's lungs arc bursting for air he 
gulps al any sorl of atmosphere which 
I'huncee lo he shout him; when a man 
la starving for food he Just takes the 
nearest. 1 don't put up a defense, a 
justification: 1 state a fact. 

"Tho sheer power of the unfed hu- 
man animal drew me lo the window. 
There were two doors In the room, and 
one standing open led to another room, 
part of which 1 could Jusl see. I was 
wondering If any one were In there 
't,hen a man came atridlng through the 
door. He walked three times round the 
immense dining-room tale und out again 
through the same doorway. Suddenly 
In he came again. Round and round he 
went. Ills face was turned to the Per- 
sian rugs upon the floor. There was as 
much blood In that man's face as you 
will find In a marble bust. He kept 
moving his arms up and down, his Dels 
clenched, as If he was striking some- 
thing. I saw the iron set of his jaws, 
the gliller of his eyes, which reflected 
God knows what agony tearing at his 
heart. Suddenly he went out again, 
continuing his Insane promenade In the 
adjoining room. 

"This man was Dresslar. 1 knew him 
. from his photograph which had ap- 
peared in newspapers. Walter Mlnshull 
Dresslar, the financier. I remembered 
recent whispers of his difficulties. Evi- 
dently those whispers did not lie. Here 
was a man wdio found himself on the 
• dge of Tnphnt, on the Up of thi gulf. 

"I remember a grim sort of chuckle 
rising to my lips. I, too, had been a 
speculator In a small way. Here was 
another of them; foremost of Ills time; 
one of the great gilded gamblers of New 
York city; here was the prisma I ic bubble 
about to become a splash of dirty 
water." 

The speaker paused, styiek by his 
own bitterness of lone, checked l»y Ids 
own eloquence, self- consciousness re- 
turning. Some one banded him a cigar 
esse. 

At this Juncture 1 noticed, with the 
merest flicker of casual Interest, a 
stranger standing by a pillar weh out- 
side the group of listening men. Half 
In shsdnw, he leaned against the marble 
column and smoked a cigarette. It was 
only the fact that he was s new mem- 
ber of the Oddments— to me at least — 
which drew my momentary attention. 

The voice of Blandish came again. 

“Dresslar did not reappear In the din- 
ing room; bul then he might have done 
so at any moment, lie was, as 1 said. 
In the adjoining room, the door of which 
was a trifle ajar. Possibly he had 
dropped Into a chair there, or flung 
himself on a sofa. I tried one of the 
dining-room windows. They had not 
been locked for the night, and II yielded 
to my pressure. I pushed It higher and 
higher, making no sound. What did 1 
mean to do? I meant to snatch a meal 
from the sideboard; that Is to nay, I 
was obeying the call of hunger, of 
starvation. And If there is any man 
here who has not known llial ealli he 
Is altogether Incompetent to sit in Judg- 
ment on the case. 

'The wind romped through the .win- 
dow I had opened and blew the cur- 
tains Inward. I climbed to the sill. It 
was a ticklish proposition. I did not 
want more than five or ten seconds 
without Interruption: bin then Dresslar 
might come out again before one o? 

I hem had passed. 

"I listened Intently for any sign of his 
reappearance. Home one was playing a 
piano in a room above. I did not know 
that strange, (hat bizarre melody, al the 
^ lime. I was scarcely aware that lr 
penetrated my Consciousness; yet I rec- 
ognized It when I heard il Iwo years 
later at a grand concert. Il was "The 
Ballade," In (1 minor, by Chopin. 

"I got one leg across the sill of Ilia 
, window, then tha other. Now or never! 

I dropped lightly Into the room. The 
sideboard wae a dozen pace* distant. I 
had covered half of them whan Dresslar. 
came raging Into the room again. 

"I received a terrible shock. 1 had 
thought myself a desperate mail, bul 
If the pluck of desperation had been 
min* I confess tliat It ebbed suddenly 
end left mo ghastly afraid. 

"For a moment or two Dresslar did 
not s«o ine. He eauie striding round 
the table and I was on the safe side 
of It. Had I dived underneath 1 should 
surely bsvo saved myself; but a par- 
alysis of tsrror kept me crouching dow n, 
•very nerve benumbed. 

"Suddenly he walked rigkt into me. 


tie staggered; he almost fell. 1 rose 
from, my stooping posture. Physical 
weakness combined with fear had 
sapped my strength to such an extent 
that I held on to the table's edge for 
support. Aa aoou as Dreaalar recov- 
ered his balance he leaped al me In a 
fury, caught ine by the throat, shook 
me until my senses swam In a dark 
aea, pitched me clean across the room 
end rushed to the phone which via 
In a corner by the open window. 

"He was about to call up the police. 

"1 staggered to my feet, feeling hor- 
ribly sick and faint. My one thought 
was escape. To reach the open window 
f must pass Dresslar. Ho let got the 
phono receiver to Intercept me. He 
was fright fully while and his eye* 
blazed. 

'"Stand back, you dog" he snarled 

"I thought lie was going lo murder 


"It Is this." went on the narrator, 
gravely, arousing our Interest by a 
alow and careful choice of his words. 
“At the senlth of Dresalar'a power he 
used to give the reins to chance. In 
the full flush of his amaxing luck lie 
made fortunes; hie dice, and his 
throws were staggering. But I much 
doubt If he made a luckier toss — 
though not for himself — than when 
ho pitched that twenty dollars in my 
face. For, gent lenten, It was that 


"The pianist overhead was commenc- 
ing that wonderful climax of the bal- 
lade, which Is one rush of vehement 
passion. 1 fell upon my knees. 

" 'For Uoil Almighty's sake have 
mercy, Mr. Dresslar!' I besought him. 
'I am starving. I sw ear to you I am 
no common thief. Don't call in the 
police! Don't, Mr. Dresslar, don't!'" 

Again Blandish paused, for again his 
emotion had borne him off his feet. 
He took out hla handkerchief and 
wiped his palms. A Blight movement 
on the part of the new member stand- 
ing alone by the Corinthian plllur at- 
tracted my gaze toward him for the 
fraction of a second. He was evident- 
ly as keenly Interested, as deeply 
moved, as the rest of us. 

Standish himself was much agitated. 
He looked at us In n nervous sort of 
fashion as if trying to read our opin- 
ion of him In our faces. What he saw 
was only reassuring, however, and he 
soon continued. 

"I am afraid I presented a rather 
pitiable kind of object to Dresslar, 
ond God knows how many more en- 
treaties for pity I poured out. Sud- 
denly 1 saw a change come over his 
face. HI* pallid fury altered to an 
expression of shame. 1 Interpreted It 
correctly. I believe. He had let himself 
get out of contro. He had permitted 
himself to And In (he Incident of my 
Intrusion a vent for the storm of his 
passion which was wholly unworthy 
of him. His agony on account of the 
ruin which had been inflicted on him 
by tbe machination* of his rivals he 
had concentrated In a white-hot burst 
of rage upon my wretched self, Sud- 
denly he perceived this, perceived It 
with scorn, and was master of his 
mood again. 

'"Get outside!' said he, abruptly 
calm. He swung round on his heel 
and crossed over lo the fireplace.' 
looking down into the flames With 
eyes suddenly exhausted with the ex- 
haustion of utter weariness. 

“t made for the open window. 1 
felt the relief which a man feels 
when a pair of strangling hands are 
removed from his windpipe. I was 
just about to vanish when Dn-selar 
looked up, snapping Ills fingers to 
claim my attention. From hi* breast- 
pocket he drew a leather case, and 
from this he Jerked a greenback, 
which he crumpled slightly and flung 
at me. 

•"—And he damned!' he added, 
completing hi* command. 

"One minute later | was on the 
public road. My w it* were scattered. 
The arctic wind freezing m.v event - 
Ing forehead hardly seemed real. 1 
examined what was clenched In my 
palm; it was a t wenly-dollar bill." 

The narrator paused while hla eyes 
gathered all onv attention, then he 
added, with dramailc emphasis: 

"That money, gentlemen, flung In 
contemptuous pity to a starving man. 
was Walter Mlnshull Drets'ar's lasl 
speculation.” 

A youthful and excited listener 
let a cheer escape him. Blandish 
wiped his hot forehead. Presumably 
his story was over. It had been as 
frank ^as it was telling. Not every 
man would care lo relate an episode 
like that out of his own life, even 
If It had happened years and years ' 
before. But Blandish was now a man 
or fortune, which wrapped tile epi- 
sode In a golden mi»t. 

"Hla last speculation?" echoed one 
of us, Inquiringly. 

"Sure," answered Blandish smiling- 
ly. "On the following day new* of 
DYesslar's arrest startled the world. 
We know the end. For a man with . 
hla aoul It was the inosl frlghtf.il 
of terminations. He changed Ilia 
marble palace for a prison cell. After 
that, what became of Weller Dress- 
Jar? Now that question lma for me 
a dire Interest, which I should like 
to explain to you." 

This attracted our altentlou afresh. 
The story was not finished. The 
new member leaning against the 
Pil ar, who had seemed about to alep 
forward, changed hla mind and light- 
ed another cigarette. 
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which was literally Hie stone on 
which my future fortune was founded. 
One day 1 may toll you Us history, but 
not now. \\ tial I mean to Impress 
upon you is ,o fact thal that money, 
flung half In contempt, half in pity, 
by the ruined financier, turned out to 
be n golden speculation. Starting 
with that amount, or the best part of 
it, J have journeyed far. It whs. in- 
deed, the seed which ini given me all 
my harvests. If I were to meet Wal- 
ler Mlnshull Dresslar " 

At this point In his story Blandish 
paused nnd looked round upon us 
with :i curious smile. He was clearly 
waiting for the question, and almost 
Instantly some one shot It at him: 

"You have met him, Blandish?” 

"Hush!" beamed tbe other. "It Is 
better even than that." He lifted a 
finger to a waiter und ordered a box 
of Russian cigarettes. lie chuckled, 
still beaming upon us, thoroughly en- 
joying the situation which he had 
created. 

"Better than what?" demanded a 
listener. 

"Where Is Wallet Dresslar?' asked 
another. 


"Here!" was the astonishing reply. 

It was Blandish who inailc it. There 
was an Involuntary exclamation or 
two, followed by an utter alienee. 
Blandish held the floor, there waa "no' 
doubt about Dial. Conscious of It. he 
(lushed with appreciation, with de- 
light. 

"Yes." he said, lowering his tone, 
"Dresslar is here. In this ,.| llb Tha , 
was my principal reason for telling 
you the story.” 

Suddenly It flashed upon me that 
Dresslar was Indeed with us. that 1 
bud flung him more than one glance. 
There he wss, the man liy Hie pillar! 
Standish had appeared not to notice 
him, hut he had been aware of his 
presence all the time. Our new mem- 
ber was Walter Mlnshull Dreaxlar. 
Tiue. he must have changed Ills name, 
but of course he would do that if he 
bad been In prison. , 

The remembrance pulled me up 
sharp and hard. That waa very much 
against Droaelar. What right had he 
t* bs s member of s West -End dab If 


he bad served with felons? Precious 
little. H«. had risen again, of course 
but the past was the past. Borne of 
ua would not care a flg about that, 
bul the majority would. In (hat case 
It would be hard on Dresslar If 
Standish was going lo give him away, 
Confoundedly hard. 

The narrator leaned forward, lower- 
ing hla voice lo a still quieter pitch. 
"Yes, he Is here," he continued. 
"Moreover, 1 think lie has been listen- 
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Ing to my story. Indeed, 1 hope so. 
for I wanted him to hear It. 1 thought 
he might disclose his Identity, but he 
shrinks from It. In tht clrcumatances 
J feel Justified III doing il fur him." 

He turned slightly to tube from the 
silver tray the box of Russian cigar- 
ettes which the waller lind brought. 
Suddenly he stood up and placed his 
right hand on the waiter's shoulder. 

"Waller Mlnshull Dresslar — and a 
gentleman, ones," said Blaifdlslt with 
great dignity. 

The attendant recoiled violently and 
Ills tray fell clattering to the floor. 
He put up a hand to his throat, aa If 
he were choking. 

•No!" said he, In a abort, sharp, al- 
most Imperative tone. "1 say no!" 

"And 1 say yea,” corrected Blandish 
quietly. "You are Walter Dresslar. 
Admit It. At least you, have one friend 
here." 

"A mistake," was the now husky 
answer. "lie died In prison." 

"He did not. He cams out. Ood 
alone knows what he has been 
through since then. 1 think ho must 
have suffered. But he is still a man, 
and we look for a man's word from 
hi* Ups." 

"I I ell •you lie died.'' repeated the 
other, white to the Ups. "lie died 
years und years ago. I.et him alone, 
Mr. Blandish, air.” 

-Blandish shrugged 111* shoulders 
and regarded us appealingly. It was 
a profoundly moving scene, and that 
we nil felt It lo be so was clear from 
til* tense silence, which kept every 
one mute. * 

"I see, 1 see." persisted Standish 
very kindly, very tenderly. > "Waiter 
Mlnshull Dresslar. the gnat financier, 
really died when the great prison ««♦« 
clanged upon him. Of course, we all 
understand thal much. I think 1 did 
wrmtg to turn up those dead year*. I 
have t,-. ask your forgiveness, only 
—seeing you here. In till* capacity, 
waiting upon us, the temptation to 
(ell my story was overwhelming. 
Forgive me If — 

Dresslar stooped lo pick up his 
tray, but bln quivering fingers failed 
to grip It. He turned to' go away 
sud reeled- slightlft lu s moinsat 
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••THE ATTEKDAXT RECOILED 
VIOLENTLY AND HIS THAY FELI. 
ILATTERmO TO THE FLOOR." 


Stardlsli and myself were helping 
him tp a chair, lie made another ef- 
fort to reslet us, then sank Into It. 
His arms dropped upon one of the 
little green-tiled tables, and he sob- 
bed, actually sobbed. 

Standlsh, very pale, very moved, 
very uncomfortable, turned to ue with 
a deprecatory motion. "Best let him 
•lone," said he, huskily. '"I w»e • 
•Illy ass. Ought to have known bow 
he would take It. 1 could klefc rty- 
self fdr such lack of tact.” • 

"Poor fellow. And It might happen 
lo any of us," said a sympathiser. He 
drew Standlsh aside and beckoned to 
the rest. 

"It Is a very unfortunate business 
for all concerned," he added. In a 
whisper, "lie has descended, with a 
vengeance. Of course, It la unthink- 
able that he should remain here, In 
such a capacity." 

"Be sure we shall not see him after 
tonight," said another member. “But 
we ought not to lot him go without 
'doing something for hlas." 

"My affair entirely." whispered 
Standlsh. "I hovo something to say 
lo him. and you might as well hdar 
It." 


Dreaslar was fighting herd for aome 
measure of aelf-control. He hud been 
sobbing like a broken-hearted child. 
I trembled to think through what a 
flame or tire this one iron man had 
pusaed that he should so allow us the 
poor wreck It had left him. lie roes 
unsteadily, muttered a few unintelli- 
gible words, end was turning away 
" hen Bluudlsh stopped him. 

"Hear me out, I beg," he urged, 
earneaily. "You hove no enemies 
hero. You helped a good many In 
your good times. We want to help 
you now. I owe you — well. I owe you 
£4. with accumulated Interest. Your 
last and not your least speculation, 
Mr." , 

That final, threo-le tiered word, 
spoken In a tone o genuine roepre 
honored Ktandlali and had the effect 
Of "lifting the rhamt ‘filled • eyes of 
Dreaslar to our owls . j 

"That Is mere aehtiment," he an- 
swered. finding utterance with dlfll- 
cully. "You owe me nothing at alt." 

"1 disagree," Htandlah Inasted. 
"My Idea was to repay It precisely a 
hundredfold, but I think I perceive 
a better plan, (lent lumen," he added, 
facing us. "a wish was Just now *x- 
pressed that we should come lo the 
“»*. stance of Walter Mlusliull Dress- 
lar, who was one of ua lo bis thus. 

I accept (list offer, In bln nemo. -I 
premier to double the figure — no mot- 
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ter wliai you make It— wjiloh we 
raise nqw in strict privacy. In sin- 
cere sympathy for a man who was.” 

The thing waa done without the 
'east fuss. Standlah gathered up 
three checks and twelve written 
promises. The members of the Odd- 
ments are not poor, and the present 
moment had been to one of powerful 
appeal. Blandish announced quietly: 

"This totals to £1.500. I thank 
you, gentlemen. Tomorrow 1 will 
show you Dreaalar'a receipt for 3,000. 
We have done nothing but " 

’ Pardon me, but I should appreciate 
the privilege of sharing In this good 
action," said a voice which made me 
Jump. 

The new number, who had been 
standing by the pillar, approached aa 
he apoke. He made a rapid move- 
ment with Ills hand*. 


Me was not a new member at all. 
It waa Hogg Treadways! 

"A beautiful stunt. A most excel- 
lent. a moat refreshing novelty," he 
beamed, rubbing hla palma with the 
moat delighted aailafartton. "And 
absolutely new to my experience — 
to my personal experience. Let ue 
congratulate, gentlemen, this man, 
whose right name la Bowater, aliaa 
Blandish, aliaa heaven knows what 
besides, and his entertaining accom- 
plice. whose real name Is Carfleld, 
sllas— well, just now he has taken 
the name of Walter Mlnahull Dress- 
ier. Ret ween them, by a atory as 
false as it waa undoubtedly moving, 
they nearly eased your superabun- 
dance of fifteen hundred pounds 
Two of the smartest crooks " 

He broke off as the couple made a 
rush for the door. 


"Two true artist*; their variety stage 
— the world." remarked Tied ways aa he 
linked bis arm In mins and we walked 
home together 

"And you knew them. Tied ways?" 1 
questioned, as he mused In a long 
allenct. 

"Bowater 1 knew, without his know- 
ing me. 1 might have blackmailed him, 
but 1 was Intensely curious as to Just 
how and when he would Introduce his 
partner Carfleld. and the game they 
would play. Carfleld came on the scene 
after a good spell ; came as a club 
steward, aa we have seen. 1 had to 
be careful then, for though Bowater 
did not know me aa a criminologist and 
Investigator, yet Carfleld did, and waa 
perfectly aware that I needed no Intro- 
duction to him. Once Carfleld waa In- 
stalled at thaclub I felt sure they would 
pull off some stunt or other speedily. 


Twice I was there end nothing happened. 
Oh both occasions 1 was wary not Is 
let Carfleld see me; but as 1 wasted 
to be quite near to ths group when the 
drama began, I carried a alight facial 
disguise and this I adjusted thle even- 
ing the moment Bowater Introduced the 
name of Walter Mlnahull Drees l a r. I 
knew, then, what waa coming." 

Tredwaya nodded. "And how well 
thoee ecoundrele did U, Francle," ho 
grinned. "And they were playing a 
comparatively sure game. Remember 
that the idea of taking .up a collection 
did not originally emanate from Bo- 
water. He waa cute enough to let some 
one else start that notion. Alio Car- 
fleld denied vehemently that he was Wal- 
ter DreMlar. Smart, Indeed. I doubt 
If the police can hold them for It. By 
the way. 1 wonder If we ehall ever 
meet Dreealar, the real one.'" 

(Gopyrlfkt, J*a0.j 


RING W. LARDNER’S WEEKLY LETTER 


T O the editor: Though they 
couldn't nobody hardily call 
this n medium winter I guess 
they never before waa ao much 
talk about aplrltutlsnis and etc. run- 
ning amuck and a specially since Sir 
Oliver Lodge come acrosl the old pond 
and begin telling ua wliat he seen and 
heard and etc. but I don't genally al- 
ways take other peoples hear says na 
they are liber to let their Imagina- 
tion run away with them ao at 1st. I 
didn't pay much tension to the. talk 
but when a person's own personal 
friends tells you about havelug ex- 
periences to say nothing about hava- 
ing a few of them yourself ^hy you 
can't help from beginning to think 
that maybe after all they'a something 
to It. 

So where aa I was a septic a few 
wka. ago yod might any why lately 
different things has came up that haa 
kind of made me turn turtle you 
might say and wile I haven't as yet 
came right out and Joined the ranks 
of the occults why etlll and all they'a 
a few things that I don't see how they 
could of happened on natural grounds 
and I thought maybe my ^rmy of 
readers might maybe be Interested In 
hearing about them. 

Well In the 1st. place they'* been a 
couple of funny Incidences In regards 
lo the telephone like for Inat. the 
other night I waa setting In the llve- 
tng rm. monklug with a deck of cards 
when 1 thought 1 heard the telephone 
bell ring and I went out to answer It 
and says hello and they wasn't no- 
body answered me ao 1 kind of Jig- 
gled the hook up and down and finely 
a lady's voice says number end I says 
1 don't want no number, you rang 
here. "Well," aaya the voice, 'They # 
nobody on the line." 

Well for a minute I' didn't ' know ' 


loo but when I went there they wasn't 
nobody on the line." So here my 
friends was a Incidence where TWO 
PEOPIJ5 ngreed that the telephone 
bell had rang and yet when I come 
to answer It they wasn't nobody there 
so how can you acet. for a Incidence 
like that only on n occult basis you 
might any. 

Another Incidence connected with 
t lie telephone come off In this same 


NOBODY OH 
THS Line ff 
THEM VOU 



“WELL." SAY* THE VOICE, “THEY'* 
NOBODY OX THE LIKE." 

house la few wka before the above. 
They'a a friend of oura lives In New 
Rochelle but haven't lived there long 
enough to get ihelr name In the sub- 
urban dream book ao 1 day my Mrs. 
wanted to talk to this party so with- 
out thinking she called up and says 


people In New Rochelle and ast them 
over to dinner 1 night and we hadn't 
no sooner than got up from the frug- 
gle meal when all the electric lights 
In the house went out and stayed out 
Pretty near 4 minutes. Well we 
laughed and Joked about It and past It 
over with n smile, but the next night 
when we didn't have uo guests, the 
light went out about the same time and 
three nights later they done the same 
thing again. 

It Is the gen. belief that moat of 
these signs and Incidences cornea off 
In the night time but once In a wile 
they * l of them happens in day light 
for Inst. I got up the other A M. and 
like usual ths 1st thing I done was 
grab a glass and went for a drink but 
when I turned on the cold water 
faucet nothing happened. Not want- 
ing to alarm nobody r went back to 
bed without saying nothing and a 
couple of lira, later 1 heard a strange 
male voice talking somewhere* In the 
house and (hen a kind of a dull ham- 
mering and when I got up again a lit- 
tle wile later and went for a drink tha 
water run. That same P.M. wile 1 waa 
down In the basement looking over 
my security* 1 discovered that they 
was only 6 bottles left In a case where 
they had been T the last time 1 
counted. 

Another day time Incidence come to 
my tension down to the New Haven 
station here In Greenwich about I 
wka. ago. On this occaaalon 1 was 
flgurelng on going dow n to N. Y. city 
on the 9.66 train so I got to the Green- 
wich station at 10 30 but I noticed 
they wasn't no big crowd there like 
usual and the ticket window waa shut 
up so 1 went out and seen the baggage 

Famous Ship 

■ V CLAIM PRICE. 

LONDON, February 19, 1920. 

T HE good memory of Old Iron- 
atde*. now spending an honor- 
able and unseaworthy old age 
In Charlestown navy yard, Bos- 
ton. recurs In connection with a ship 
suction held here recently. The t T . 8. 
8. Constitution, which Is the name by 
which the Navy Department llata Old 
Ironsides, was built In 1797 and biased 
her way to glory In the war of 1*12. 
Subsequently the department tried to 
sell her, but Oliver Wendell Holmes 
minted the nations Indignation Into 
his poem. "Old Ironsides." The result 
waa that the department backed wa- 
ter In a hurry and Old Ironsides atlll 
exlata as a national memorial. 

Britain, however, had no Holmes 
when the British admiralty ordersd 
the shot-riddled hulk of Ihe S.‘ 8. Riv- 
er Clyde to be put up at auction. The 
bidding started at *16,009 and, with 
advances of |60o and $250 at a time, 
the offers crept up to *57,500, at which 
price the auctioneer's hammer 
knocked her down to a Spanish firm of 
marine engineers. The presence In 
the auction room of Commander Ed- 
ward Unwin, who commatuled this 
modern Hoise or Troy at V beach, 
Gallipoli. In April. 1915, alone lifted 
the eale out of the commonplace. 

Probably there has been no landing 
in ths lilslorj of wars such aa earned 
immortality for the lliver Clyde at 
Gallipoli. Five landings were made 
on Ihe southern tip of the Gallipoli 
peninsula on that suicidal 25th of 
April, 1915. Landings in strength 
were made on V, \V and X beaches 
and feints were made at S and Y 
beaches. The moil cruel of the five 
was the V heacli lauding. 

V beach was a small amphitheater- 
like shelf in the steep coasts of the 
Gallipoli peninsula, small, circular and 
sandy, .item 300 yard* across, and 
dominated by the ruins of Kedd-el- 
Bahr Castle It waa mined, wired and 
commanded by a aauidetou* cross* 


man and ait him what was the mat tar 
with the 9.66. "its gone" waa his re- 
ply. "Yes" I aaya "but what about the 
10.20?" "Thats gone too” he aaya. 

I can't count the number of times I 
come down stairs In the A.M. and find 
that all the ash trays baa dissapeared 
from where 1 left them the night be- 
fore and some tlmea tables and chairs 
has shifted around and of course Its 
common knowledge that 1 of the 
spirits favorite sports is movelng fur- 
niture though goodness knows they 
never lift a hand to help a family 
that* movelng from 1 house to an- 
other. 

These Is some of the personal In- 
cidences that haa made me look at 
the occult In a new light and beatdea 
witch I have heard testimony from 
personal friends that I know wouldn't 
tell me nothing that wasn't true and 
I only wished I had space to numerate 
all these evident! but suffice me to 
say that they'a a friend a mine la N. 
Y. city that swears he teen a couple 
of members of loaf year's Yale foot 
ball team walking on the street In 
New Haven the other day and another 
friend of mine Ktd Howard in Chi- 
cago gives me his word that he seen 
end talked with Jess Willard line* 
days after Dempsey hit him for a 
home run In Toledo last July. 

So as 1 say wile I haven't Joined 8lr 
Oliver's Lodge as yet I don't laugh out 
right no more when people sprlnga 
talk of tbe supper natural and It 
wouldn't only take a few more In- 
cidences like the above to make this 
baby a believer. 

RING W. LARON R. 

Greenwich. Conn., February 27. 
(Copyright, 1020, by Hit Ball gyadlrate. la*.) 


Sold as Scrap 

Are of machine guns. Through Ita 
surf and against its intrenched de- 
fenders the Dublin Fusilier*, the 
Munater Fualliera. a half battalion of 
the Hampshire Regiment and the 
West Riding Field Company were to 
be launched at 6:30 o'clock In' the 
morning, They not only had to land 
Ihetuaelvea. but Ihelr munitions, guns. 
Intrenching tools, sandbag*, provi- 
sion*, clothing, hospitals, mules, 
horses, fodder — even their drinking 
water. The defense could have asked 
nothing better. 

The tragic story of the real of tbe 
Gallipoli campaign la already known. 
After the evacuation the Turks pil- 
laged (he beached River Clyde, and 
when the armistice with Turkey was 
finally signed on October 30, 1919. her 
•stripped hulk atlll lay on the sands 
of V beach, a mute monument to her 
moment of glory. 

The British admiralty succeeded In 
towing her to Malta, and a quesiion 
was- asked In the house of commons 
concerning her future. The admiralty 
replied -.hat It would cost *100,000 lo 
make her seaworthy and tow her to 
England. There the matter appar- 
ently lay. while sentiment crystallized 
throughout Britain into a demand 
that, If It were found too expensive 
to fetch her home, she might at least 
be towed out lo sea from Malta anil 
burled III the Mediterranean with full 
naval honors • : ’• • . » 

But there was no Oliver Wendell 
Holmes in Briiafn to write another 
"Old Ironsides." So the admiralty 
sold the River Clyde for file cciap 
iron that was In her. 

i Copyright, 

Congratulated Either Way. 

"Ilello, old man, J hear you are go* 
ing to marry Miss Swift, i congratu- 
late you on your we*tl toots." 

"Oil, that's all olT. Net goiag to 
marry at *11." 

•'ConsraVlIate you on your goo* 
sen**'* * 
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IIKtnn A STRANGE MALE YDIl 
HOLME AXIS THEN A K1X 

at lo think hut finely I puled my- 
• together slid went back in the 
ilng rm. and 1 hadn't no soouer 
n got there when my Mrs. soya 

0 was It, so 1 said "Did you thlqk 

1 heard the telephone bell ring.* 
she rays "I didn't think ao. T 

>• ao." (lo 1 aaya "Wall I hatrd It 


'K TALKING HOME WHERE* IX THE 
D OF DULL HAMMKRIXO." 

Information please and It wasn’t only 
5 or 10 minutes when a voice come to 
her over the wire and says "This Is 
Information'* aw* ray aid joky fainted 
away as It was tha lat. time aha hod 
ever hod direct communication with 
_ the dead 

Well she fleet? (R* » hold of these 


